For Harvey Milk
When you reached your arms out to Dan White did you know he had a gun? Did his locked jaw warn you? Is this why you had a camera shop, to photograph the present? Did you know we lit a galaxy of candles on Castro Street and that the boy in Iowa saw you on TV? When James Byrd was dragged through the streets, did you feel his spirit? you reach across distance, a light brush on my arm your touch sends electricity I had reserved just for women my twenty years lesbian falling into your body, interview shifts from subject to belonging I leave before count, thirty-five pages in hand officers' cajoling, a cover for terror they unlock and lock the maze to the outside, a part of me stays, slipped inside your skin.
